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My mother there within, of whom fear not
Lest she should see my face look blithe with joy;
For my old hatred eats into my souly
Andj since I've seen thee* I shall never cease
To weep for very joy. How could I cease,
Who in this one short visit looked on thee
Dead, and alive again ? Strange things to-day
Hast thou wrought out, so strange that should
there come
My father, in full life, I should not deem
'Twas a mere marvel, but believe I saw him*
But, since thou com'st on such an enterprise.,
Rule thou as pleases thee. Were I alone,.
I had not failed of two alternatives,
Or nobly had I saved'myself,'or else
Had nobly perished.
ORESTES.
Silence now is Best;
I hear the steps of some one from within,
As If approaching.
From "Electra" by SOPHOCLES, ,
translated by E. H. Plumptre.